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some jars of pickles got too hot and busted, 
but it's noways likely the damage amounted 
to more'n three dollars. 

That don't matter — what I think about 
is that inspector. He didn't use his 
brains — only just his mouth. What's the 
matter with a woman having such an office 
is what I want to know ? and what's all 
this fuss about women's not being allowed 
to vote ? Now I say there's lots of things 
a woman knows more about'n men, and 
there's lots of things where they've got 
more gumption. Put a man in office and 
he's like a rooster — always thinking about 
himself and strutting around and getting up 
on the fence and crowing. A woman's 
more likely to tend to business, I think. 
Anyway, in the why and wherefore of 
things going on around a house she'll find 
out more in five minutes than a man with 
a cigar can in a week. 

I never thought much of women's vo- 
ting before, but after I see the carryingson 
of that inspector I went up and paid my 
taxes and got my name put on the register 
to vote for school committee. We've got 
to have a little progress in this world — 
that's the way I think about it. 

DUSK J* FREDERIC F. SHERMAN. 
The evening hour of love's briefhappy day, 
And where is She now while the last 

sands run ? 
Her smile I welcomed with the rising sun, 
Nor dreamed the dusk would find her far 

away. 
I, on the threshold in the last warm ray, 
Remember howwhenmorn had but begun 
We stood together there. The dream 
is done, 
And in the shadow here alone I stay. 

The world is quiet, and its quietness 
Is in my mind where all thoughts come 
and go 
Unnoticed as the birds that fail to bless 

This sad hour with a single song I know; 
And hope within my heart grows less and 
less 
And dies out with the day's last golden 
glow. 

ACT 2. SCENE L The Enchanted 
Forest. Enter First Merchant on 
Horseback; tells of the failure of 
his trip. — Becomes lost in Forest. 
Every tree is of an ugly shape which 
laughs and grins at him. He travels 
on, — the scene changes and grad- 
ually becomes more pleasing, until 
he enters a beautiful Rose Garden, 
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